ROBESPIERRE

compromising him. Such bore on the envelope the
inscription that the letter was not to be opened except
by Robespierre personally, in the hope that this would
induce some inquisitive postal clerk to open it. One
such letter speaks of a treasure Robespierre was sup-
posed to be amassing in Switzerland. There is a letter
written by a wealthy young widow from Nantes, in
which she confesses her passion for him and offers him
her hand and fortune. "Thou art my god. I know no
other gods but thee", she writes, although it would
appear that she had never met him.

Many would attempt to see him, but he was too
busy to be easily accessible. A certain Madame de
Tremont, who was a countess, managed to gain admit-
tance and gives us a picture of him, seated at his desk,
dressed in the height of fashion, coldly polite. A decree
had been passed forbidding former nobles to reside in
Paris until conclusion of peace, and Madame de Tre-
mont, having opened a shop, came to ask permission to
remain. She had called on Barere, who was the proper
official to see, but had been curtly dismissed. Robes-
pierre asked if her shop was not a blind, but she
assured him that it was not, that she had to depend upon
it for the support of herself and her little daughter, whom
she had brought with her. He glanced at the child, con-
sidered for a moment, and then gave her a note to
Barere. She was struck by the change in Barere's con-
duct after he had read the note from his supposed equal.

Condorcet and others have commented on the fas-
cination his strange, lonely, ascetic figure exercised
upon women. In the cell at the Conciergerie, where
with shattered jaw he spent several agonized hours, the
visitor will find a withered bouquet. On the anniversary
of his death an unknown woman comes, takes away the
withered flowers and deposits a fresh flowery tribute.
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